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FEAT Preface is generally deſign'd, 
<> || either to vindicate the Au- 
thor's wonderful Modeſty, 
or to give his weighty Rea- 

ſons and Inducements for ap- 

pearing in Public, or to wheedle the cour- 

teous Reader into a good Opinion of the 

. Book: Now theie Excuſes being all re- 
mote from my Purpoſe; I am at a great 

Loſs for an Apology, and know not how 
to behave my felt, and yet am oblig'd to 

LN + A 2 {cribble 
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_ PREFACE 
Scribble out ſomething for a Preface to 
' ſhew that J am willing to comply with the 
Mode of the Times. I ſhall therefore 
frankly own, that the following Pieces 
were moſt of them writ at a time when I 
had nothing to do, and but little Money 
to ſpend ; that | am but an illegitimate 
Son of the Muſes, tho' an incorporated 
Member of the humble and ancient So- 
ciety of the Grub-ſtreet Soneteers, by Vir- 
tue of which Title I may juſtly hope to 
ſcreen my ſelf from the Inſults of the 
Criticks : Beſides this Pamphlet is only” 
deſign d for a ſelect Number of my 
Friends; if it has the good Luck to 
contribute any thing to their Div erlion, I. 
have amply gain'd wy — 


Yours, &c. 
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On our » M an in Scotland after the Rebels. 
dr Written at Dundee, 1716. 


E propitious, ye Powers, that have 


5 Rhimes at command, 
* 5 


| in hand; 

Let tie Muſes combine to iuſpire my Quill, 

And ſupply me with Liquor from Parnaſſas Hill. 
B Whea 


_ c<nme 


_ 


When turbulent Mar made Scotland to | groan, | 


And fain would have drove great George from ths 
he, 

We then left 01d England, and came to N | - 

The Crook from purſuing his haſty Intent 1 vi 


_—_— 
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Intrench'd with his Mob, at St. Johnftor's * ; 


To him half the Kingdom their Tribute did pay; 


To ſtrengthen the Faction he ſent for the thing, 
which he had beforchand proclaim'd for a King, 
Moſt ſtr ongly fed up with romantick Opinions, 
Hz came in great haſte to poſſeſs his Dominions : 
The Bubble no ſooner was come to rhe Shore, 
But the Biggots did him like a Pa- god adore; 


To kiss the Too!'s Hand, on their Knees they did 


(go, 
Der 'outly as if it had been the Pope 8 Toe; | : 


Being landed, he ſent forth his wiſe Declarations, 


' Demanding Allegiance from all the three Nations, 


But finding their Duty both froward and ſlack, 4 
The Warming-pan Monarch was forc'd toget back; 


vet General Mar like a Bully did rattle, 
Lo fright us, he toll us, I'd give us a Battle, 
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But when great Argy/e from Sterling did come, 
And march'd towards Perth by the Beat of the 


( Drum, 


1 be Rebel-no ſooner perceiv'd he was coming, 


But he and his Puppit- how King fell a running: 
Their naked ars'd Soldiers, unwilling to ſtay, 
Couragiouſly rag with their Leaders away, 

We after the Raskals were ordered to go, 

Half Rary'd with theCold, half cover dwith Snow ; 
Our tireſome March did nothing but ſcare em, | 
The Rogyes weretoo nimble to let us come near em. 
So barren the Soil, ſo ſharp was the Air, 

So poor was our Quartets, 10 bad was our Fare, 
That many a time we were glad of a Meal 

Of Parrage and dewings, or Bannocks and Keil, 
The whole Spoil and Plunder there was to be got, 
Was Lice, Itchand Dirt, and the Devil knows what; 
For Cover we had none, but a ſmoaky low Cell, 
And a Hoſteſs that look d like a Hag come from 


* 
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That join'd with the Rebels to ftrike at the King, 


(4) 
with Clothes, Face, and Hands, of ſuch a ings 
(ble ph | 


80 beaſtly and naſty in all Things they do, 
To ſee*emcookViftuals wou'd make a Dog ſpew, ) 
J ſolemnly ſwear, that the horrible Sluts, 6 N 1 

Cram'd Fowls in the Pot, and ne'er pulbd ont hy 


While others, to ſhe w chemſelves cleanly and near, 
Put the Tongs in the Kettle to pull out the Meat. 


If for what we wanted, we ſpoke to our Hoſt, 

We might, by my Troth, as well ſpeak to the Poſt, 
'The Lune wou'd ſtare at ye, with Bonnet on*sSculP 
Whatever you ask him, he'd cry, What's our buli 


May Plague, Pox, and Poverty fall altogether 


On the Raskals that caug'd us firſt to come * 


May every Villain be hang'd in a String, 


And now ſince the Faction is totally quai'd, 
dome run to the Devil, ſome over Sea fail'd, | 


Let's 


—— nm ͤ 
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Let's drink off a 2 to * with Georges 
To govern the lain long as Phebus ſhall Dine: 
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Mritten at Sea in the Tear, 1719. 


O ME comick God direct my Pen 
To ſing the Famę of martial Men: 
With Whims and Maggots freight my Brain, 
To ſpeak their Worth in merry Strain ; 
Twas when proud Philip bid Defiance 5 
To Europe and- its grand Alliance, 8 

A Squadron left the Britiſh Shore, 

To cruſe his Coaſt, and keep him poor, 
Led by a noted Comodore: 

A warlike Hero, let me tell ye, 

Who loves to fight and fill his Belly ; 


But 


- BH 95 
n 


« TJ 9 
But do not here miſtake my Writing, | 

I mean not Belly-full of Fighting. 1:1 +1177 1 
Upon a certain Feaſting time 
(Pox take it, for it ſpoils, my Rlliime) DIC 23 
A Spaniſh Ship, with Rhino freighted, oon 


Being both miſtaken and belated ß 
By ſome unlucky chance did get 1 Dd 
I'th middle of the Britiſb Fleet. 
Our Hero left his Feaſt with Splendor). ol 


And Crouds of Lights, to ſhew his Grandeur; 
The wealthy Bark pereeiving that, i. 
She ſoon began to ſmell a Rat, 

And being now: o'erwhelm'd with Fear, | 
Endeavour'd from our Ships to ſteer, I molt: wall 


But Weather calm was forc'd to ſtay 15; 


Until the near approaching Day, 
When Morpheus gan to diſappear,” 


And glorious Sol was coming near, 


We ſpy'd the Bark which had not got 


By this time out of Cannon ſhot. 
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With a Aline JO He 
To tell the Chief eee 5 rieq] 


But could ——— 200) 


From off his: wirlike} dowily Red. 
8, while the — bod mud 
The Bark got from ud bydeg tees 
She having ſcap'd the Lien Pa-wã Wet. 
Nay, almoſt more chan Deättys g MA 
And: gaining ſo her whole Deſite ,, 

Salutes us with ironick Fir r: 


Soon as the Ship had reuch'd the Shore! ' 
Our Sailors curs'd tho Comod ore: 
But why the Plague will Men be railing, 
When every Mortal has his Failing? 

And who but Ideots would'be ſad, 

At loſing what they never had? 

Wharꝰs paſt is paſt and ſinceꝰtis ſo, 

A Pox of Money, let it go. Ky 
1 | Proceed, 


noqU » 
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Proceed, my Muſe, and ſtrive to ſing 
His Valour in à nobler Thing 
Whoſe Deeds of Praweſs far Grpaſs- 1151 
Fam'd "—_ or Sir Hodibraſe. 


5 or T9997 9, 10 Slic Z 2. 


The e ens to rpRßzßz 
Chance ſent directly in his way, 
Three Spaniſh Ships of equal Force, 
But bold as Greeks? th Treas Horſe), 
Fierce Os--- then without Debate - 
Bore bravely, and attack'd him ſtrait 
While t'otker two at Diſtance wait: 
Each willing to ſecure his Skin, 

Stood pauſing, which ſhould firſt begin. 
Our Hero did thro" Trumpet bawl, 
And bid the N=-rw#--6þ on to fall, 
But H. e, cautious to come near, 
Moſt wiſely fejgn'd he cou'd not hear, 


0 Ou 


- 
C 40) ) 
| | | | Our Comodore, at this enrag' d, n be D Oον 
Ill To ſhew his Courage; thus engag i!! 

[ | f Among their Ships to make a ne 290 
| | He fires out of Cannon's reach, wal, bf 
| In hopes the Noiſe of Guns might ſcare 'em, 

1 | Altho* the Shot did ne et come INE” 10 
Surpriz'd to ſee that Spaniards _ 

| | Reſiſt our Britiſh Men of War, r 9 
b | He wiſely thought it ſafe to fly DO 1 
16 From ſuch a ſeeming Prodigy ; 4 I 

1 | | For who the Devil would have thought 

Ni "Such Cowards ever durſt have e fought ? ? | 

| | | Yet here it muſt by all he granted, 

1 His Wit made good what Courage wanted; 
For every cautious Man of Senſe 
Prefers his Life before his Pence ; 

| | An 
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And 


Twi 


And where's the Honour that the ſtout 


po gain, when Brains are beaten out? 
Po Mortal &er was Jem ſemper, 


- KI ſpeak as to a fighting Temper) | 
And had he there perchance been kill'd, | 
He never more a Sword could wield ; 


Beſides by Shot at random Stroak, 
His Cabbin Windows might be broke: 


N pond'rous Ball, which all things batters 
1 [Might knock his Punch- bowls all to ſhatters; 


For many Accidents, like theſe, 
Will happen jn Hoſtilities; 


| Here O----z proy'd himſelf not tardy, 
But would not ſtay to look fool-hardy; 
To ſtop his Wounds away he bore, 

And after him the Comodore: : 

The N-rw-ch then to ſhew ſhe'd Guns, 

Juſt fires and away ſhe runs, 


8 


9 
A careful Warrior underſtands, 
That Legs are better far than Hands; Marler nir: 
This made our Heroes fill their alk, | 
Or might, per Chance, have ſupp' dat C ailes, 


on 


cn) 


23 ESTES 1 


To 


© - off * Y 1 4. 


| Written at Dublin, 11). 


L To him, alas! who thought you once ſincere, & 
And judge my Paſſion by the Pangs I bear: 
Permit my diſcontented Muſe to tell 
Its mournful Tale, and breath its laſt Farewel, | 


1 Mperious Charmer, lend a tender Ear 8 


A rival Lover robs my Soul of Reſt, 
And makes an Uproar in my troubled Breaſt: 
| | Deſpair, and Love, and Jealouſy conſpire, 
T O To wreck my Thoughts, and ſet me all on fire. 


Fool, 


— — 


— 
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And even love my Rival for your Sake, 


Cc 114 )) 


Fool, that I was, how 1 frantick Was my Mind de 
To think the Bleſſing was for me deſignd! : 
But who, alas! without Prefumption, dare 
Miſdoubt the Truth of that which you could ſwear, 
When all the ſacred Deities above 
Wete call'd to regiſter our faithful Lobe 
Remember all thoſe ſolemn Vows to Heaven, 

And tell me how you hope to be forgiven. 

Doſt think to make the righteous Gods forbear 2 
To'puniſh Perjury becauſe you're fair ? E 
Has curſed Droſs, ſuch baſe commanding __ 
To baniſh me for ever from your Arms? 
Pronounce my Fate, let me my Sentence have, 
Or let your Looks at once condemn or fave. 
Altho* Pm doom'd to groan and ſigh in vain, 

I will-not dare to murmur or complain: 

PIl check my throbbing Heart, and bid it break, 


g 


Forget 


Forget 


For Fear the rude cenſorious World ſhould ſay, 


Co) 
Forget your Promiſe, nay, and could it be, 

I'd urge the Gods to charge the Guilt on me: 
Pl not preſume to ſay Thou canſt deceive, 

But charge that Fault upon your Grandam Eve, 


Inſulting Beauty did his Heart betray. 

To ſome remote and diſtant Shore I'll go, 
Where none of my untimely End may know ; | 
There give a Loſe to Horror and Deſpair, 

And fall a Victim to the cruel Fair. * 
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Written at Dublin. 
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Ngelie Charmer, wilt thou ſtill be coy, 
And keep your Beauty only to deftroy-: 
Ah! could'ſt thou feel what Tortures ſting my Breaſt, 
What anxious Doubts and Fears diſturb my Reſt ; 


6 
At Sight of thee, my Reaſon ſeems to fleet, 11107 
And raving Madneſs mounts upon us Scat; 
Confus'd Ideas wreck my reſtleſ Brains, 
And all the Blood runs cold within ay Meins; 
My Pulſe, like Neptuxe*s troubled Waves, do move, 
And _ 21606 wat — of Love. 1e 


; 


Write, "= or ON hte, 
Pm ſtill the . game of the Gods and you- 
Tyrannick Creature! PH ao longer bear, | 
But be reveng'd by Madneſs and Deſpair : 5 = 
ra rend my - Heart from theinfulting Dame, © 
And with it ſet the L viverſe on Flame; 

My Love-ſick Soul to Boreas ſhall be hurl'd, 

To blow the dire Contagion thro? the World: 

I with a dreadful Yell, more Joud than Thunder, 
Wil make the Gods as well as Mortals wander ; 
yl! — a more deſtructive Scene above 
Than when Phaeton Phæbus Chariot drove, 

Or when the Titans wag'd a War with Jove. 


I'll 
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4 
PII toſs the Globe from Atlas like a Ball, 
And daſh the World to Chaos with the Fall : 
P'll pull down Lana, quench the flaming Sun,] 
And fo unravel all the Gods have done: 
I will, I won't, I can't, tho? mad I ſee, 
That all my Talk's Impoſſibility. 
I humbly at your Virgin Feet will lie 
For Jove s Sake, Madam, on me caſt your Eye, 


A Smile revives me, if you frown I die. 


— x ———ꝙit̃ͥ ¶ 52 
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Written at Dublin on the Report of the 
Pretender Death, n | 


O W vain is Man ! how gelle his Eſtate! 
H How ev*ry Moment liable to Fate! 
Ah ! cruel Death, why didſt thou not forbear 
To rob the World of what it well could ſpare ? 
How cou'dſt thou thus upon a Stripling frown, 
So big with Hopes of an imperial Crown ? 
Remorſeleſs Tyrant, thus at one poor Stroak, 
Thou haſt the Head and Heart of Faction broke. 


Mourn, Mar and Butler, let your Sighs and Tears 


Proclaim your Sorrow, and declare your Fears; 


Nonjurors 


—— —— — —— 
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roke. 


d Tears 


ars ; 


njurors 


Cw) 


Nonjurors, Jacks, and Papiſts all lament a 


The fatal Loſs of , Popiſb Government; 
Let Iriſb Mourners loudly o'er bim cry. 
And ask the Reaſon, Wherefore didſi thou die ? 
Let paſſive Tories tremble at the News, 


And mourn their Hope and Loſs of wooden Shoes; 


Since you were Sticklers while the Tool had breath, 
Do ſomething now to ſolemnize his Death. 


To memorize the Place from whence he ſprung, 
Be all your Warming-pans in Mourning hung, 
Let Tyler's Arms be blazon' d on his Pall, | 
To celebrate the St ripling's Funeral; 

Let Monks and Abbots pray with weeping Eyes, 
And Nuns and Fryars ſing his Obſequies; 
Let Prieſts, with Oil, anoint his Body ofer, 
And give him Gold to paſs St. Peter's Door ; 
Let Crouds of Jeſuits before him go, 
With Croſſes, Beads, and Relicks for a Show; 
D 2 BE 


B ( 20) 
Let Rome for him pour out her vaſt Complaints; ; 
And let the Pope enrol him with the Saints: 


Mourn every one, who vainly ſtrove to bring, | 
The — Biggot for a Britiſh King. 


B., F. T A P H, 
Here Perkin lies, bereav'd of Life, 
Diſſolv'd to Earth and Clay, 
Who caus'd Rebellion, Noiſe and Strife, 
Ter could no Sceptre ſana; : 
By Fortune jilted and abus d, 
By cruel Death Yerta'en, 
And now to'Pargatory gone 
Eer he began his Reign, 


( 
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VAC ATION. PROLOGUE, 
Sole at the Theatre i in Dublin. | 


Atigu'd wil weary thro* the Town Pye lou d 
F This live long Day to get my Tickets ſold: 
In all my Walks no Object have I met, 

But Bills on Windows, Lodgings to be let. 
The Country Squires all have left the Town, 
To recreate themſelves with Hawk and Hound - 
Whole Crowds of Lawyers every Day withdraw, 
To bubble Fools at Niſt Prius Law. 

The Great ones too the City does forfake, - 
As if each Rank contriv'd to ſee us break. 


Oh 


| p 
0 2) 

Oh happy London ! when you loſe your Court, 
The City Wie's your Theatre's Support ** 
Here not a Mife durſt come in dull Vacation, ry 

Our Cits are cuckol'd by Imagination, oO 


Conſider this, and do uo t leave us thus, 
When you withdraw; what will become ofus? [Bu 
Now Bolton” s gone, no Term, go Parliament, 
I fear twill make us keep too ſtrict a Lent. 
Thoſe Velvet Faces in the Gallery 
Muſt all renounce the Fleſh as well as we: 
Poor Creatures they already do begin 
To feel the Lots, the Town is grown ſe thin, 
One u me a Favour to o Hip Oy in, 


»» — 1 


Our Intereſts both depend on you alone, 


And both, I fear, muſt ſuffer when you're gone; 

A frightful Apprehenſion makes me dread it, 

This damnꝰd miſtruſtful Town will give no Credit, 
Our 


C 
Dur Brother Thomas play*d *em ſuch a Trick, 
The Vintner ſwears he'll draw no more on ick 5 
As for my ſelf, I'vow; as Pm a Sinner, ** 
I ſcarcely know where J can ſpunge a Dinner | 


rt, 


ed 


Is't not a Pity, that ſo hard a Fate 

Shou'd ſeize a Man of ſuch an Air and Gate, 
I nut being handſome I have this Pretenſion, 

Faith I'll addreſs the Ladies for a Penſion. 
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Mrs. M----- F 


0 U Pow'rs above, 
Who're Friends to Love, 
Aſſt me in my Theme, 

And let me tell 

My Story well 


To her whom I eſteem, 
While ſhe's away, 
There's nothing gay, 

Or pleaſing to my Sight, 
But anxious Fear, 
And gloomy Care 

Attend me Day and Night. 


der öde 7587878 
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My Dear, to be, | 
Along with the, 
: ; Llanguiſh with Deſire. 
ewas Mally's Eyes, 
Did firſt ſurprize, 
And ſet my Heart on fire. 
Forc'd from my Mate 
By cruel Fate, 
Your Abſence I bemoan, | 
Tho? midſt a Croud, 
Both rough and loud, 
Your Jemmy's all alone. 
For Valentine, 
_ My Malh's mine, 
I wiſh-no greater Prize, 


Lat. Ad 


WIE 


Nor King's Eſteem, 
The Diadem, 
As I her charming Eyes. 


E The 


on” 26 ** 
The little Birds, | 
With chirping Words? SA 2 5 
Salute the coming Spring 
And Lambs de play . 
The live long Day, 
Whilſt I on Moly ſing. 78) 
Accept my Rhime; | 
Till ſuch a Time, 
As I my ſelf can call; | 
PI then attone 
For Hours gone, | 


And make amends for all. 


When next we meet, 


. 6 . 1 

Pl Molh treat 
A 1 Th 
With Love's engaging Toys, 
We'll then poſſeſs, 
Luxurious Bliſs, Z 
And riot in our Joys. Let 
\ 


"\ | 97 
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Pear Mor xx, 


\N Cc E my darling Turtle Dove, | 
Attend the Cry of your offended Love, 


How could you belt, with falſe deſuding Tongue 


Enſaare a Youth ſo innocent and young. 

| Pth Devil's Name what is to Molly come, 
Thar I can write, and ſhe can ſtill be dumb, 
Thrice have I wrote, and thrice it ſeems i in vain 
I breath'd out Love in ſoſt heroick Strain, 


Yet not a Line can I from you obtain. 


When Maly writ, an Anſwer went from me, 
OJ 1fuf'd my Paper full of Lies as ſhe, 


258 
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T once in invok d the facred tuneful Nine, WEEN 
And ſung to Ny as my Valentine. 


Have you ſo ſoon forgot our wonted Joys, 
And ſweet Variety of wanton Toys, | 
What am'rous Tales i in Molh's Ear I ſpake, 
And curl'd and twin'd like Ivy round an Oak; 
When in my Arms I did you faſt infold, 

And love you more than Miſers do their Gold: 

Each Day you hugg'd a and gralp'd me wichDelight, 
3 While Love and Brandy revell'd gut the Night. 
Yet now my Molly not a Line affords, 


Your Silence nettles worſe than angry Wards; Cot 
J find by all my merry Frolicks then, | 

Pye ſomething more ſucceſsful than my Pen. 

| Of. 

Wh 
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PR OLOGUE. 


W. H B N laurel'd Shakeſpear rul'd the In 
op f 
And ſooth'd the Paſſions of a gratefulAge. 


The rey'rend Bard with Eaſe and Freedom * | 


In thoſe good Days, before the wrangling Pit 
Commeac'd a ſcrutinizing Bar of Wit. 


Dramatick Writers were not. | chan . Sport, 
Of ſuch a captiaus, arbitrary Court, 
Where ev'ry Judge has Power to vend his Fury, 


AJ Ang damn a Play before he calls a Jury. 


Pox- 


Had foreign Enuchs here there Journey bent, 


* 


0 330 * 


Pox 6rfr, eries one, I abe uod never er do 
Perhaps before he bas ſeen an Act or two, x Vs f wh 
Another frakes his Head, and takes his Snuff,” 6: by 
Then grins and cries, Ah! demme, wretched Stuff. 

_A third ſhall give his Verdict with 8 Hiſs, 

The Thought, the Plat, or Language i is ami; | 71 

And then the Author's perſeguted more | 


Than Non-con Teachers 5 pelt the beate What 


„ 12181 od a 
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By 
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Our brave Forefathers ſeorn'd theſe modern ways 
Of damning Poets and diſeQing Plays, Sh 
Whoſe worthy Minds could feaſt upon a Story 
Of Brittiſb Kings, or Roman Heroes Glory. 


They then had found but poor he ae 
In thoſe judicious Days the ſqueaking Elves 


Might e' en have ſung their Nonſenſe by ene | 
3 | Df 1 
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14 while 280 the Criticks made a Buſite, 
wo When Poet Lee commanded Gods to juſtle: 
4 Yet now with Pleaſure all the Town can follow, 
Conjuring Fauſtus, Daphne and Apollo. 
The buskin'd Hero, and his tragick Rage, 
7 BBy Harleguir is juſtled of the Stage; 

While every Ape can pleaſe from Rome or A 

_ And Gods and Devils mingle in a Dance. . 

Britons awake from this fantaſtick Dream, 
ind ſhew, that Senſe is worthy your Eſteem. 


ipprove the Scene of ancient Rome and Greece, 


ontemn baſe Farce and baniſh dumb Groteſque. 


Your Siers ne*er were pleas'd I dare avouch 
y antick Harlequin or Scaramouch, 


es. 
Of foreign Tumblers, or of Pzachanellos. 


ON 
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„„ 


Nor had their Poets Reaſon to be jealous =D 


His Majeſty's BIRTH-Dax. 


The happy Day that ſacred George was born, 


And joyful Shouts be heard amidſt the Croud; 


As Flora deck'd in all the Pride of May. 
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Mitten in Cam. 18 
As 1, haſt, Aurora, gild the Eaſtern Skies, 
Unfold the Doors, let golden Phebas rife, 

That with his choiceſt Rays he may adorn, 


Let Britain's warlike Engines roar aloud, | : 


Let Albion's loyal Sons appear as gay 


With chearful Hearts, prepar'd for ſolid Mirth, 
Tis Albion's Jubilee, tis George's Birth. 


TwWas 
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„Tas glorious George, made black Rebellion ceaſe, 
EY And makes his Kingildms ſinile aghtt in Peace, 
* When raging Faction would the Realms devour; | 
'TwasGeacge deftroy'd the Romiſh Dragon's Power; 
When Swedes and Ryſ{ars ſtood prepar'd to fight, ? 
George ſpoke the Word; and they at once unite; 
The World's Repoſe is ſacred George's Care, 
He's Europe's Arbiter of Peace and War. 
When Pbiliy's Fleet ith ' Midland Seas did ride, 
Whoſe ſwelling Sails proclaim'd their Maſter's Pride; 
And their preſumptious Ball did proudly fling, 
At George's Navy, and the mighty Bing; 
Irhe Hero rous'd, his dreadful Flag diſplay'd; | 

And every Signal of Deſtruction made; 

Each er Ship its — 5 A 


T. 


he frighted Spaniards quit the wat'ry Field, 
Some fink; ſome burn, and others tamely yields 


F Peace, 
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Peace, haughty Muſe, antlers no more to ſing, 
The matchleſs Virtues of ſo great a King, 
Who can the Beauty of the Dawn diſplay, 

Or paint the Sun when 'tis Meridian Day ? 
A Contemplation of too deep a Strain | 
For Painter's Pencil, or the Poet's Brain; 
Let ev'ry Seraphim, with tuneful Lyre, 
Reſound his Fame in the celeſtial Quire, 

Let Angels, Cherubs, and the Muſes raiſe 


Their warbling Notes, to trumpet out his Praiſe ; 


Let Bri: 9s toaſt his Health in Bowls of Wine, 
Let Faction fret, and murmur, and repine, 
While we are bleſs'd with his illuſtrions Line; 
Fill up your Cups, and boldly let's carouſe, 

To George Auguſtus, and his Royal Spouſe, 
May Pox, Confuſion, Poverty and Shame 
Seize every Wretch that dare refuſe the ſame. 
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To the Right Honourable the 
Earl of WARWICK. 


\ Wake, lethargick, Muſe, no lo nger dream, 


Theme, 
Ye ſacred Siſters, who the Lyre ſtrung, 


When Horace and the lofty Virgil ſung, 


In ſounding Numbers guide my artleſs Tongue, 
In tuneful Strain, my every Thought employ, 


To hail great Warwick, and to wiſh him Joy. 


Propitious Heav'n, guard, and on him pour, 
The choiceſt Bleſſings that you have in ſtore, 
May open-handed Fortune on him ſmile, 
And add new Poſts of Honour to his Stile. 
) F 2 Remember, 


And tune your Organs to my warbling 
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Gainſt the Temptations of a golden Snare, 


* 


| Remember, Sir, your preſent ſolemn Call 


| Where Britain's Nobles hold their Tribunal, 


- 
. 


'ThatAwfulCourt,where once a Cauſe being given, 


There's no Appeal but to the Court of Heav'n: 
Be always arm'd with Yigilance and Care 


May curſed Droſs ne er biaſs or controul, 
The rigid Honqur of a Patriot's Soul: 
Contemn a pompous Villain, tho? he's Great, 


4 


Who owes his Grandeur to his Country's Fate; 


Be Britain's Friend, aſſert, maintain her Glory, 


*Gainſt the Republick Whig or {laviſh Tory. 


Your fragant Name, Great Sir, ſhall then appear, 


And Warwick's Name ſhall lofiily be told, 
As Homer {ung the Phrygiaz Tale of old, 

Forgive my Muſe, who thus preſumes to greet, 
And drops its. Tribute at Your Lordiſhip's Feet. 


Great as the Champion's whoſe great Stile you 
(bear 
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Toa young ( Gentleman « on bis Mar- 
4 +" rage. 1720. 


Wake, my Muſe, invoke the Powers divine, 
A Implore Aſſiſtance from the facred Nine, 
Let every Thought around Parnaſſus roam, 

And bring the richeſt of its Labour home; 
In tuneful Strain, and artful Words prepare, 
To hail the Bridegroom and his lovely Fair- 


5 Thrice happy Youth, whoſe fot 8 


ou — 


Gu Has won the chaſt, the virtuous, and the young , 
What Pen, or Tongue, or Thought can &er reveal 
The boundleſs Raptures 7. then did feel, 


I when charming She did to the Temple move, 
Io ſeal the Union of eternal Love; - 


To While 


} While holy Troth was to each other given, 
Prompt by the Prelate, and approv'd by Heav'n. 


And may kind Heaven grant you Health and Joy 
A hundred Years, and every Year a Boy. 


63809 
When Vows were plighted with the ſacred Ring, 
And Angels ſeem'd your Bridal- Song to ſing; 
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Thus Hymer's Prieſt your tuture Bliſs compleats, 


And ſign'd your Paſport-to the nuptial Sheets. 


May all the Joys that bounteous Heay'n can ſend 


On you and on your lovely Spouſe attend, I 
May ſhe and you in Love and Peace inherit 


That ſweet Content your Virtues juſtly merit ; 


May Life be one continu'd Round of Charms, 
Then die  cnrangled in each others Arms, 
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ſcrib'd to his Grace the Duke of Bo LT oN. 
Wake, Bellona, aid my tow'ring Muſe, | 


* 
To ſing of Bolton and his Royal Blues! 


ith vaſt Ideas freight my teeming Brain, 
nd guide my Numbers in Scraphick. Strain, 2 


o paint the Hero and his warlike Train. 


„% 


The fable Curtain of the Dawn was furl'd, = 
he Perſian God began to gild the World; 
The 
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| The Trumpets cho r yielding Ait; 1 
And bid our Soldietm for the Field prepare, A 
Each mounts his Steed; and thro? the ae 0 
| In awful Pomp our Squadrons mov'd along. A f 
Amazid ak pleas'd in a poetick Vein, A 
| Mlethinks I now am gazing on the Plain, T 
| Where loyal Bolton's ſplendid Ranks appear M 
| | Bedeck'd in all the plorious Pride of War, Tl 
In Troops as many as the Muſes are. Ar 

The martial Band in artful Order ſtood; 
Witch ſilent Pleaſure, proud to be review d. | 
Each active Youth in wailike Plight was dreſs'd,” An 
And big Ambition glow d in ev'ry Bteafhs Br 
Our glitt'ring Arms on diſtant Gazers ſhone, Ar 
Augmenting Day-light to the burning Sun. * 
| The brazen Drums begirt with coſtly Coats, 5 
And Silver-Clangors with their ſprightly Notes, * 


The 
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The Royal Banners in the Wind unfold, | 
And Albior's Arms appear'd emboſs'd in Gold, | 
Our worthy Chiſtians made a gallant Row; 
The choiceſt Glory of the martial Show 
Was noble Bolton, graceful to our Van, 
A God-like Standard of the Size of Man. 
The ſtately Beaſt our gallant Leader rid, 
Might vie With that which Philip's Son beſtrid 4 
The pamper'd Prancer golden Trappings wore, 
And neighing boaſted of the Weight he bore. 


The lovely Nymphs around our Squadrons ride, 
And gaze at Bolton till they loſe their Pride; 
Bright Sylvia bluſhes; Cloe's Soul is caught, 

And Phillis huggs the Hero in her Thought, 
The gay Coquet, and coy imperious Prude, 
By gazing there were equally ſubdu'd, 


The melting Fair our comely Chief approve; 
As fram'd by Nature both for Wat and Love. 
G But 


1 

| But hark! methinks our Trumpets breath their 

The joyful Muſick every Spirit warms. 11921. 
Each Beaſt approves the elevating Sound, 

And champs the foaming Bit, and Paws the Ground 


Had mighty Pompey led ſuch warlike Steeds, 
And ſuch gigantick Youths as Heften leads, 
Aſpiring Ceſar ne'er had won the Pay, 

And Rome ne'er ſtoop'd to his uſurping Sway. 


Be loud, my Muſe, and let my warbling Tongue 
Applaud the Stock from whence our Bo/tex ſprung, 
| When Tyranny aſſum'd a frightful Form, 

| And Albion quak'd at the impending Storm, 
Stern Oppreſſion wore a gloomy Lour, 

| And Britain cring'd at Arbitrary Power, 

| Proud Superſtition reaſſum'd its Reign, 

And Perſecution held its ſcarlet Train. 


| | Great 
| 


N 


am Great Balton's Sires then did bravely ſtand, 
Iven mighty 0range fav'd the trembling Land, 
Such generous Blood does ſtill in Bolton roll, 
And fills the Hero with a Patriot's Soul. 

Ah! cou'd my Muſe to nobler Flights aſpire, | 


heir 


und 


In artful Strain to guide the tuneful Lyre ; 

My Numbers then ſhould Balton's Worth proclaim 
As loud as Addiſon on Marlbro's Fame. 

My feeble Muſe muſt now the Task decline, 

And leave the Work to abler Pens than mine, 
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Cheſtire CL U B. 


Iſeri'd to that Society. 


E AR Siſters of the forky Hill, 
D Refing my Thoughts, direct my Quill, 
And make my flowing Fancy now, we 
ProduQtive as our Cheſhire Cow f. 


Forſake the petty Bard that ſings 


Of War and Love, and trifling Things, 
And let the Offspring of my Scull 
Pleaſe like the Pitcher when tis full, 
Nor let my pregnant Numbers halt 
While [ attempt the Praiſe of Malt, 


* A large Jug fo call d. 
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Let noble Ale by none be blamd. 11 
For which our Ille has long been fam'd. 7 
Twas this that did, and fill occaſions 
Our Name to ſound in foreign Nations, 4 
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"Twas Ale our Courage did advance, 

When ſprightly Harry conquer'd France. 

"Twas Ergliſh Ale, in Be/s's Reign | 
That warm'd our Hearts upon the Main, c 
And drove the Spaniards back to Spain. 

Our Wives of yore, fo fam'd in Story, 

(Let's drink to their immortal Glory) 

When nappy Ale had warm'd their Brains, 
They cut the Throats of all the Danes. - -- 
Tis Ale invites us here to meet, 

And makes the Cheſhire Club compleat. 

No Party- Champion here contends; 

But all are chearful, all are Friends. 
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Good Fellowſhip does here prevail, 


A merry Catch or pleaſant Tale, 


Honeſt Hearts and Cheſhire Ale. 
Tis noble Drink, no wonder then 
That Cheſbire breeds the chief of Men, 
Let Coffee Sots fleep oder the News, 
And Bullies bluſter in the Stews, _' 


Let roaring Rakes with Wine be fox d, 
And Madam Needbaw's Culls be pox'th 


Let Saints by B--—r-y be ſhamm'd, 
And griping Miſers all be damn'd; 
Let Button's Wits refine a Jeſt, | 
We here are merry as the beſt. 


May every Lad that's here enrol'd 
See fourſcore Winters e'er he's old, 
And may our ſound authentick Bub 
Immortalize the Cheſhire Club. 
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Written at Cheſter, and 5 by the Antbor for 


1-2 


4 @ Company of Strowlers. 
3 HE trembling Strowlers ſtand *rwixt: 
Hope and Fear 
Behind the Scenes, and dare not one ap- 
Till as an Advocate they ſent me here. 


* ; a 


They told me this, That juſt as I prevail, 
Their Doom is fix'd, a Tavern or a Goal. 


Ladies, to you, they bid x me urge their Prayer, 
Since Pity ſwells the Boſom of the Fair: 
Shou'd golden Phebzs once forbear to burn, 
The ſolid World wou'd ſoon to Chaos turn. 


So 


(48 
80 ſhou'd you fail this Theatre to grace, | 
Sudden Beſtruction ſo6n confounds tlie Place, 
Ruin at once would riot thro? theſe Scenes, 
Mong Fops and Clowns, and Heroes Kings and 
Our painted Cities, Groves and Skies wou'd All, 
ON Tis you, like Fate, can fave or ruin all. 


The mighty Ceſar muſt your Abſence weep, 
And Philip's Son go Supperleſs £0 ſleep. 
Your Looks alone are able to ſupport, 
A dozen Monarchs and a ſtarving Coutt : 
Than ſinile, ye fair ones, and maintain our Cauſe, 
And each ſhall ſtrive to merit your Applauſe, 


Althoꝰ we boaſt no conſtant ſtanding Stage, 
Heroick Worthies here ſhall rant and rage. 
Tyrants and Traytors ſhew their dark Deſigns, 
While Virtue in its native Beauty ſhines, 
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on this ſmall Tract whole Camps ſhall lie inclos d, 
Fops, Knaves and Cowards ſhall be here expos d; 
The tragick Nymph, with graceful painted Face, 
Shall ſtrut and vapour in her Copper Lace, 
The ranting Hero roar in lofty Strain, 
And I may boaſt I did not plead in vain: 
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RELIGIOUS BATTLE. 
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The Adventure of the Bear and Fiddle 
Is ſung, but cut eff in the middle. Hud. 


— 


be 4 


>\ EAR —_ of Procifes Spring, 
Alt a merry Bard to fing :, 


nouglit that's dull m * Senſes muflle, 
e I relate the comick Sculge. 

as tw xt a Quaker and a Vicar, 
o wrangled o'er a Cup of Liquor. 


well we know the Church and Barrel, 


been the Cauſe of many a Quarrel. 


Go 
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Go on, my Muſe, and now prepare, 
To give each Chief his Character: 
The Vicar had been bred at Schools, 

And could diſpute by Logie Rules; 
He lov'd the Church with all his Heart; 
And had- to her drank many a Quart, 
And wou'd contend with all his Might, 
To vindicate his Mother's Right. 


The other was a rigid Quaker, 
And of that Sort, it ſeems, a Spcaker. 
A Stickler to ſupport rhe Schiſm, 
But nice and quaint at Sy llogiſm. 
In Rhetorick he was diſcerning © - 
Without the Help of human Learning : | 
For, tho untaught, by inward Light 
He cou'd diſpute, and preach, and fight. 
To ſpeak his Name Pve no creat Mind to't, 


Becauſe I cannot find a Rhime to't. 
0 H 2 Ye: 


#5 Id 
Yet leaſt my Verſe ſhould halt in Crambo, 
| For Samuel we'll call him Sambo, 


Proceed, my Muſe, without Digreſſion, 


And give at once a plain Relation 
The Vicar wou'd have prov'd it baſe, 
To ſeparate in any caſe, 

But Sambo loudly at him roar'd, 

And ſcarce would let him ſpeak a Word ; 
Said Prelacy and Ordinatian 

Were things of Mortals own 3 
He call'd all Prieſt- craft Superſtition, 


He'd prove they taught without Commiſſion, 


That Coblers had as good a Right, 
To manifeſt the Goſpel Light, 

Old Women, by the Spirit's Motions, 
Might propagate religtous Notions, 
And had as juſt and firm a Call, 

As &er a Biſhop of them all, 


—. 
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At this the Parſon's Choler roſe, 
And he pluck'd Sambo by the Noſe, 


Who ſtrait return'd the Twinge with Blows. 3 


Both quit their Seats, and both Harangues 


At once are chang'd to Knocks and Bangs. 
The Prieſt, tho' weakeſt of the two, = 
Like Lightning at the Quaker flew. 

The Fight gontinu'd for a Minute, 


So doubtful, none knew which would wia it: 


While Sambo faught he ſhut his Eyes, 

The Light within him might fuffice, 

And for his Hands he did not bend em, 
But dealt his ſturdy Slaps at random. © 
He ſtruck the Pricſt a Knock of the Coſter, 
Which put him in an humble Poſture. 
Sambo ſlaps him now he's down, 

And thinks the Battle all his own; 

But here a Counter-turn is ſhown, 
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As Midrington in doleful ums B 
* Was ſaid to fight upon his Stumps, be 
80 fought the Vicar on his Knees H 
(Stumps you may call *em, if you pleaſe) - A 
Reſolv'd the Church ſhould take na Wrong, T 
While he could wag a Fiſt or Tongue. | | A 
The Gown-man ſcrambled up again, | | F 
And run and ſeiz'd upon his Cane, - F 
And then like Fury ran at Sambo, = Y 
And ſtruck him o'er the Pate a damn'd Blow. 4 
Paſſion made the Prieſt ſo wicked, Pi 
He brought the Blood from Sambs's thick Head. w 
The trickling Gore confus'd the Saint, | 77 
He look'd agaſt, had like to faint, "© Bi 
And now the Skirmiſh ſeem'd to ceaſe, =_ pi 
And both inclin'd to wiſh for Peace. H, 
They calmly both began to parley, . 10 
And ſeem'd inclin'd to argue fairly, B. 


But 


Ut 


C2 
But Sambo could not long be quiet, 
Prelacy he ſtill wou'd fly ar: | 
He talk'd as he had done before, 
And rav'd againſt the ſcarlet Whore. | 
The Parſon ſmil'd, and ſhook his Head, 
And thus ro Sambo mildly ſaid, 
Fellow, give thy Nonſenſe o'er, 
For ll diſpute with thee no more, 
You argue without Reaſon's Force, 
And will aſſuthe the whole Diſcoufle; 
Pray, who the Devil would debate 
With ſtupid Af ſo obſtinate ? 


Then took his Pipe, and held his Tongue, | 


But Sambs's Voice more loudly rung. 
Fild with the Spirit, and-with Ale, 
He now begins to foam and rail, | 

Opprobioully he did him call, 

Baſe Hireling, and Son of Baa]: 


Thus 
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Thus the Fool did gabble on, 
And cry*d; thou Spawn of Bala? 
Tho? dreſt in Black, the captious Varlee 
Wou'd prove he was the Whore in Scarlet! 

The Parſon frown'd, and call'd him Sot, =, 

And at him threw both Ale and Pot, 

And now again the Storm is high, 18718 
And both wou'd at each other ff. 

A certain Sign of bloody Brows, * 

The quaking Aſs pull'd off his Cloats; 

The Parſon's Gown aſide is lain, r 
And both prepare to fight againnann 4 


But cer the Battle was begun, | IF 
My felt and others twixt em run, 20 11 


And ſo the Combatants divided. 
The Truth and Battle undecided. 
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[REBELLION 


| Written at Glaſgow, 1715. 


At W HAT threat*ning Storm is this which , 


thus alarms, | 
And forces Britain gainſt it ſelf to Arms; POP 
From whence does this inhuman Diſcord ſpring, 
That ſtrikes at our Religion and our King.: 


— 


The curſed Mar, rebellious, falſe and proud, 


Inſtils ſtrange Notions in the brainleſs Croud. 


Diſtracted Fools, why turn you thus awry, 
N Jo War againſt your Prince and Liberty? 
1 Dare 


- 
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Dare you in ſuch an impious Wretch confide ? 
And fall a Victim to his helliſh Pride, 


A fathleſs, Ferjur'd, baſe deformed Elf, 
With Soul and Mind more crooked than himſelf? 


What frightful Tales are buzz'd into your Ears, 
That thus your Spight againſt your King appears, 
What lawful Plea can 'gainſt his Right be mov'd? 
Which bas teen more than twenty Years approv'd. 
Crown, Commons, Lords, together. did combine, 
What more woud'ſt have to make a Right divine 


Coiitentious Strife, and horrid i impious Crimes, 
We ſind produc'd by theſe tumultuous Times, 
The reſtleſs Rabble from their Faith to bend: 
|  Religion's made ſubſervient to their End: 
Ĩ᷑hbe craſty Prieſts do N on- reſiſtance preach, 
And at the Inſtant rank Rebellion teach, 
With Cant of Church's Danger to dude | 
A giddy, wav'ring, factious Multitude. 


4 
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| May 
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May ev ry Wretch, who's blindly taught to roam, 
Renounce Rebellion, e' er he meets his Doom, 

f May George's Arms make all the Diſcord ceaſe, 
And great Jehovah crown his Days with Peace. 


d. F 
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